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“ Like many other great men, Poor Papa is not quite free from the human failings of mere ordinary mortals, and I don’t think there can be much 
doubt that he is just a wee bit jealous of Sir Augustus Hurris’s Christmas production. In order to show what he can do in the same way, my venerable 
parent is now hard at work rehearsing a Sloperian pantomime on entirely original lines, and our once happy home is turned completely. upside down. 
Poor Papa says nothing like it has ever been seen before, and from all I’ve heard, I’m inclined to entirely ayree with him.’—Toursis. 


MORE DUELS. 


Mr. VIcviers and Mr. Thompeon were law students, and 
lived, in July, 1828, at 21 Lineoln’s Inn Fields, They had 
the use of a kitchen and coal-cellar between them, out of 
which arose unpleasantness, xo Mr. Thompson wrote to 
Mr. Villiers, and, said he ; 


“Sirn—As to the coals, [ have instructed my lundress 
for whatever purpose she may require a fire, to light one 
with my coals ; and if she should tind a fire lighted, then to 
put on coals and keep the tire up only on those occasion: 
that will be required for my convenience, | do not feel 
myself called upon to bring an action against you; but, at 
the «ame time, I shall be most happy indeed to defend one. 
Should you think fit to establish your rizht to the kitchen 
and fixtures by expelling my daundress s Cyou have 


iT COWED HIM. AT COVENT GARDEN 


threatened to do, I take leave to tell you will hold 
you responsible, in case you shall have rec gree. 
“I remain, sir, your very obedient ¢ ae 
“HENRY AUGUS ESOT Te dj 


In consequence of Mr. Villiers treating Mr. Thompson's 
ultimatum with contempt, Mr. Thompson threatened to 
horsewhip Mr. Villiers. on which Mr. Villiers challenged 

“Tsay, old man, here's a go! They didn't send any Mr. Thompson to mortal combat, and they exchanged four 
tights with this rig out, so 1 painted my legs, and thought shots, one of which slightly wounded Mr, Villiers on the 
it wouldn't be noticed. Now I'm be,inning to get hot, and breast. Then the police interfered, and two bloodthirs® 
the blessed stuff's dropping off !” young lawyers were bound over to keep the p 


The Cow. Look ‘ere, old cock, don't you be so fly with that pump-handle, 
or | shall go and see the water company about you. 
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and find hil, themselves in £500, and two sureties in £260. 
But all duels did not have as farcical an ending, though many 

affairs of honour” ended in the police courts, without any 
expenditure of ammunition. For instance—at a place kept by a 
man named Ottley in Henrie!ta Street, Covent Garden, in 1821,a 
Captain Wallace one night swaggered in, and finding the Right 
Honourable Lord Clanmorris there seated, walked up to him and 
shouted out, “ You area scoundrel and a coward! I have published 
you to the world, and am glad to meet you once more 4 l may 
tell you so to your face!” ‘To this his lordship replied, “ It is quite 
impossible that anything coming from ¢o infamous a character as 
you can be noticed by a gentleman.” On this the Captain roared, 
*You scoundre! ! you deserve caning, and Twill cane you 1” saying 
which he laid his cane over Lord Clanmorris’s shoulders, but did 
not strike him, In return, his lordship threw a candle-stick at 
him, which broke » bone at the back of his hand. Ascuftle ensued, 
and the waiters divided the combatants, Subsequently, the 
magistrate at Bow Street called upon both to find sureties for their 
good behaviour in future. 

A aly duel, with a fatal termination, occurred at Chalk Farm in 
1818. Mr. Adatns, who lived in a house overlooking the battle- 
field, was aroused in the morning by the sound of pistol shots. He 
dressed himself and hurried out to see the fun. As he reached the 
spot he heard two more shots and_saw a gentleman stagger anil 
fall into the arms of his second. Mr, Adams suggested that the 
wounded man should be brought to his place, and sent for a 
surgeon. Asx the dying man—Licutenant Bailey, of the 68th—iay 
on the sofa he called to him the man who had shot him and shoo 
roa wie him as he did with the other two, and said he forgave 

em all. 

The surgeon, after examination, said “the shot had entered on 
his right side, passed through his intestines, and had all but passed 
through on the other side, it only being kept from obtruding out 
vy the skin. The shot had carried with ita piece of the cloth of 
his coat and other garments.” The dying man told Mr. Adams 
that the quarrel which had been the cause of the duel was not 
originally a quarrel of their own, but had sprung out of a quarrel 
of two of their mutual friends, who were to have fought a duel 
next day and they were to have been seconds. 

Could absurdity go much further than this?) You sce, however, 
it cost a brave young oflicer his life. 

(Newt week, “ Strange Wagers”) 
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GARDNIN. 


This axion about them sedes promisses too be a long and kostily 
jobb and Billium doant seme too bee abel to gett a kustermer fur 
the ginny pigg. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope aye enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


QYuite unable to, Miss ALLEN. Thanks for letter, H. N. J. 
Sorry that we cannot, DONALD; Better try some other way. 
To subscribers, F. 8. EsTOoN. Many tha ‘or relic, DABS, 
Seotland Yard, we fancy, READER, Have the licensing of cabs. 
Thanks for hindly wishes, LAUREL ; ALLY sends his kind regards, 
Yes; a deadly Maxim, PoET, SLOPER'S private sanctum guards, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


“Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 


eacepted, post Sree: 
8 months, te. 6d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, © 
“TE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.c. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 oentimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE La BANQUE, 
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NINB OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha to meet 
with his or her death ina lailway Accident to wm) 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROV)DED a copy of the current tssue of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Ho.ipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time A the A s 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HoLipaY” i¢ published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


At the Pantomime. 
Outsider. But surely that can't be the author ; why, he’s laugh- 
ing at all the jokes uproariously. 
nowsall, Yes, my boy, these are all the gags of the low 
comedians. ** 


Desperate Customer (wildly). Here, gimme a quart of prussic 
acid or something, quick. 

Chemist (calmly). Very sorry, sit, not to be able to att & you 
but the sale of poisons is much restricted in our trade. If you'l 
atep to the corner of the street though, you'll Et something quite 
as deadly. They're giving away free drinks to celebrate the 
opening of a new pu lic-house, 

s 
= 
A GOOD many people a notion hold ; 
That the year Ninety-Five rehearsede 
The act of er bade a when midnight tolled 
On December the thirty-first. 
And yet—— é 
If the number of letters, on New Year's Day, 
Which are dated *1-1-'95” 
Could be totalled, we then should be prone to say 
‘That the dead year still was alive! 
ss 
¢ * 


vou a good memory? 
er! Why? 
_ ing; but I thought you were 80 awfully 


tful. - —* 
i i r, Well, don’t you call it a good memory that forgets 
everything unpleasant? *° 
Patient. Ah, doctor! you good gen’elmen may Fay what you 


% -ou'll never know wot’s really the matter wi’ me, 
Se Cheeifelig’. We shall know all about it, John, after 


, ve era lias oo is, the sooner ye hold it the better. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
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No, 611.—The “Cindcrella” Costume, 


HOW HE DOES IT. 


Ce 
& 


TAKE SOME CARRYING. 


sisi Lite fer alee 
a it on nts! 
the ess end of a tack.” Yearah.” 


he'ew 


She. Oh, Adolphe! how that music seems to carry one away ! 


Adolphe (soulless clod), 1 don't notice it, my dear. I'mnineteen 


stone, you know. 


CLOSING TIME. 
Putting out the lights. 


Sau 


[ Saturday, January 11, 1896. 


SCEXE.—Wrell-hnown Restaurant, net @ hundred miles from 
Charing Cross. 

Enter well-dressed but sild-looking Youthful Stranger, who 
addresses himself to barmaid, I've heard, my dear, that champagne 
and brandy mixed together is a very remarkable tipple. and J want 
to try it. Give me a small bottle of fizz, and aay half-a-pint of 


cognac, ; 
Barmaid (handing him paper and pencil), Certainly, sir; but 

while you are able to do it, wonld you please let us have your 

address, 60 as to know where to tell the cabinan to drive you? 

ss 


= 

Old Friend of the Family, Ah, Charlie! you used to write rome 
pretty verses when you were @ young an ; it is a pity you didu’t 
stick to try. 

Charlee. Weil, to tell you the truth, I should have liked to have 
done so, but when 1 got married, you see, m wife had no money, 
and didn’t know how to take in washing, and so I couldu’t, 

es 


s 
For plays may come and pliys may go, 
Ball, stupid, good, and clever: — 
But Charley's Aunt with brvok-like tow 
Runs on serene for ever. 
t 
s 
Lady Customer (angrily), I am extreme! disappointed with 
that hat you pa | for me, Madame Piumier, and 1 can't 
possibly wear it. 
Madame Plumier. 1 am very sorry, madame, but what. is the 
matter? It is of the latest shape ; the ribbon is of the fashionable 
colour ; and I put in no fewer than fourteen feathers. 
‘Lady Customer. Yes, it is true there are fuurteen feathers ; but 
look ! are three of them pointing in the same direction ! 
ss 2] 


s 
Jolliman. Compliments of the season! How did you enjuy your 
Christmas ?—have anything on? 
Chillby, Rather! k f dia! Big mustard plaister most of the 
time! *.° 


“We understand that the young ladies who form a part of the 
Grand Amateur Ethiopian Minstrel Troupe, and who used to 
appear with white faces, have lately blackened their visages in the 
game manner as the male artistes ; and the explanation is that they 
find it more convenient during the mistletoe season,”—Extract 
from Sloper's Libele, penny weekly. 

ss 


s 
Flipson, Why is it a woman nearly-always carries her purse in 
her hand? 
Wagly. Easily explained. Life is tooshort to spend in searching 
for her pocket. *.° 


Walker. Kxcuse me worrying you, old man, but would you 
allow me to leave this box of cigars in your office. till I come back 
this afternoon. I know you have sworn off emuking, or V'd oifer 
you one. 

Robinson, 


now. 

Walker. Oh, indeed! Well, after all, they're no weight, are 
they? 1 think I'll take them with me, and I won't trouble you 
after all, Ta-ta! *,s 


AFAR and wide has spread a rumour, 
Which we to contradict must haste! 

For surely by some punster's humour 
In circulation it was placed. 


The rumour that, in there da: 
The old Hapdearbetta bold loses” 


I only swore off until Christmas ; I'm smoking again 


os . 


In Hyde Park. 
Orator. I'm on'y a plain workin’ man, but—— 
One of the Audience (with sympathy). You are, mate, you are! 
ses 


s 
The New Man (between his mie This is the last straw, 
Georgina. I have borne with your indifference, your vile language 
your wicked betting propensities, and growing intemperance ; I 
ave even overlooked your staying out till past midnight almost 
every night in the week ; but when you so far forget yourself as to 
mash the new barman at the Crown, it’s quite time I went home 
to my father. 


EXCELLENT medical practice for sale—suitable for clever surgeon. 
si gue club in next street. Football field within a hundred 8, 
and skating rink next door. For price and particulars, apply to 
Moses and c/o A. SLOPER, Shoe Lane. 


Hal. They say Flo's high kicking fairly brings down the house. 
Tom, 1 shouldn't wonder ; she gets up almost as high as the roof. 
ss 


s 
roy ee Which is the van of an army, dad ?—the back 
sn 
. nee No, my son ; = van ee front. Hik 
‘om arpehine. That's ve ; 8 thou e van 
ws vies cher carried the ngage. me — * 


RECOLLECTIONS OF PETER STAGGERS. 


WHEN this justly celebrated and malrereelly popular man was 
one day taking a matutinal peregrination in the near neighbour- 
hood of that crowded and populous Sorony the Strand, he 
chanced to meet an actor named Irving. I think his christian 
name was Henry, but, anyhow, it is immaterial. Irving, noticing 
the renowned and esteemed Peter Staggers, raised his hat defer- 
entially. and accosted him with, “Good morning. Mr. Staggers.” 

Not for one moment was that lively individual non-plussed. 
His ready wit and quick resource immediately established them- 
selves, and, with a merry twinkle in his glistening eye, he returned 
to the abashed and cowed actor, “ Good morning, Mr. Irving !” 

The repartee was so perfect and so merited that Irving was the 
first to recognise its justice and cleverness, and has frequently told 
the story against himself. It is a significant fact that Her Majesty 
pony afterwards conferred the honour of knighthood upon 

rving. 

But Peter Staggers’ mother-wit was never wanting in encounters 
with even such persons as royal princes. The famous wit, whose 
celebrity is world-wide, once happened to be taking the air on the 
sweet, shady side of Pall Mall when the Prince of Wales came by, 
smoking o cigar. Wales, seeing the immortal Peter, naturally 
raised his hat to genius, and with that bunhomie which never 
becomes him so-well as when displayed towards an intellectual 
giant, remarked, “1 hope you are well, Mr. Staggers.” 

That never-to-be-forgotten genius took in the situation in an 
instant, and retorted with a merry twinkle in his eye, “1 am quite 
well, thank you!” 

For a moment Wales seemed annoyed, but, upon looking into 
the honest, frank face of thia wonderful man, he had to laugh at 
the exquisite joke. He was about to make some complimentary 
remark when Mr. Staggers completed the comicality of the situa- 
tion by adding naively, and with a merry twinkle in his eye, “ And 
I hope you are the same!" 

With this shot he passed on. Wales never left off 

laughing until he reached the Gaiety Theatre, where he had a 
epecial appointment. 
_ These subjects of wit are much above the average quality of 
jokes and anecdotes be me to us by modern biographers, but 
people who are writing lives and reminiscences can have as many 
a8 Lest like at one shilling per thousand words, Aimcrican 
humo supplied at half-price, 
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Saturday, January 11, 1896.) 
A SORRY JEST. 


“So ou feel bad, old man. I only helped the oyster sauce with 
sd the pine apple, just for a you know!” 


TOOTSIE AT THE LANE. 


—~— 


THERE are, to my thinking, few grander London sights than the 
anditorium of Drury Lane Theatre on the first night of a pantomime. 
What a crowd of celebrities, lords and ladies! Quite a plentiful 
supply, like blackberries on the hedges in the autumn time. 

hat celebrated authors, artista, and actors and actresses “ rest. 
ing’ as some say, whilst others call it “out of a shop.” 

And the journalists! You may take it for granted they are there 
assembled in all their strength, and for the most part in their best 
clothes. It isa Brave Sight! 

Here you may see an artist take rough sketches to be drawn 
carefully within an hour or two. and photographed and made into 
electro blocks, and 

ut on the press to 

print from, 
and oa appear in iS 
morning paper 
be delivered to the 
newsagents in an 
hour or two's 
time. Those fel- 
lows would have 
been burnt as 
witches or sorcerers 
in the good old 
times, 

And there you 
many see a critic 
taking notes on a 
proersiaine to help 

is memory for the 
notice he may or 
may not have to 
write to-night. 

And that lady? 
She, too, is taking 
notes, but it is 
about the cos- 
tumes ; a full, true, 
and particular ac- 
zount “ which iH 
presently appear in 
a Society journal. 

here is yet 
another note-taker, The Prince: 
What is he putting Apa BLANCHE, 
down? Why the 
names of the “bright and brilliant representative audience” for his 
paper. Possibly his name may creep in among the grandees, but 
not many of the names of other editors will eye, med it, you bet. 

It is a grand sett ae I began by saying, and the ladies’ frocks so 
many poems, and the ladies’ faces so many dream-haunters. 

“ But the pantomime?” I hear you say. To be sure. Well, to 
my thinking, the pantomime this year is the best Sir Augustus has 
yet given us. But, then, he always goes one better when he starts 
again, and next year's sho ut I anticipate. Meanwhile go 
and sce Cinderella, 

It is difficult to find any word sufficiently laudatory to describe 
this splendid entertainment. It is superb. 

The transformation scene is dazzlingly us—a thing, 
indeed, never to be forgotten. But there is much else to remember. 
The Grand Hall of the Palace preceding it, with its beautiful 
costumes, is quite enough to e@ any pantomime, and, for that 
matter, so is Fairyland with its marvellous and bewildering lights, 


The Tutor: 
LIONEL RIGNOLD, 


The Baroness: 
Dan LENO. 
Then there are the delightfully- 
Toy-land scene, of which I shoul 
really got no more adjectives left. 
The thought and care snch a wonderful production must require 
it is ditticult to imagine, but the result will set all London talking. 
I noticed that the critic of a daily paper said that the pantomime 
was not funny, but it is. I don’t quite see how the scenes in 
which Dan Leno, Herbert Campbell, Lionel Rignold, the Griffiths 
Brothers, Miss Sophie Larkin, and Miss M. A. Victor appear 
together could very well help being so. And it is good fun, too, 
with nothing vulgar about it. A burlesque of those wrestling 
bouts there have been so many of Intely is a screamer. 
Miss Ada Blanche is a charming Prince, and Miss Isa Bowman a 
dear little Cinderella, and Miss Dagmar a noble Dandini. 


The Baron: 
HERBERT CAMPBELL, 


inted wood, and the fanciful 
also like to speak, but I have 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPERS PiLbs 


PRICE 9° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 
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FEELING SEEDY. | 
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49 Offord Road, Rarnsbury, N., 
0 December 1 h, 1895, 


GENTLEMEN, — Many thanks for Sloper's | 
Pilla, which arrived at an pce moment, I 
was feeling seedy, tvok two, and to-da 
man, C ialty yours, 


WALLIS ARTHUR. 
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RTT eT eT eT Tet Ber Ts at Pt Der TN rts aT 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES HOT KEEP THEM, SEND Dio. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


7 gr Er ere 


y Tam a new 


wer we 
etn ady ade sti ste 


Especially to those who wish to know ofa ff 
safe, certain, and ca remedy for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is gy ed impossible, LADI 
alld Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes: 
“By adopting your treatment my anxicty 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, Su.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case, 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope, 

Write privately to— 
Mrs, A. 8, ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


CL felelafelolototolefolatelotatetatstafors 


AN HONEST MEDICINES. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nothing «an resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent tree from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 308 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 
Dr, Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


A RUMMY OLD CHAP. 


THERE'S no mistake about it, this is the time of year when one 
feels all the better for doing acharitableaction. Only last Monday 
night, for instance, when the mercury in the thermometer seemed 
to be saying “ i-bye" to the zero mark, we saw an old man 
standing outside a baker's shop near Charing Cross. He had no 
overcoat on, and seemed to be enjoying the hot air which came up 
the grating, smelling delightfully of hot plum cake. He caught 
our eye use he seemed to be the embodiment of discomfort 
and unhappiness, His wandcring glance seemed to say “I haven't 
even got the price of a shake-down at the County Council doss- 
house” ; his whole appearance indicated a lack of human sympathy 
and care, Altogether, his get-up made us indignant at foreign 
missions. We wondered why the newspapers didn't help the nged 
as well as the juvenile—those who were equally unable to assist 
themselves, As we looked at him we noticed a tear trickle from 
one corner of his eye. It was a big, salt tear, and it fell into the 
baker's area with a loud splash. Our heart felt warm ; we stepped 
up to the old fellow with : 

“It's rather cold to-night, guv'nor? " 

: Terribly so, terribly so,” he assented, in almost a refined 
voice. 

“ Don't mind us saying it,” we said, “ but we noticed a tear fall 
from roa eye just now——” 

“ That's so—that's so,” he said, sorrowfully, as he drew from his 
breast pocket » snowy silk povket-handkerchief with his initials 
worked in diamonds in the corner, “ you bags tong it’s a cheap glass 
eye, and when it gets chilled, weather like this, it seems to affect 
the tear ducts. Cheap glass eyes are a bally fraud; you'd better 
go in for aten-guinea one at the outset. Hi—four-wheeler—Queen's 

ate, 


* . e ° e 

“That's a rummy old chap, sir,” raid the confectioner, who had 
come to the door and noticed us, “It’s old Bittinsizzle, the railroad 
millionaire—never wears a coat, but comes down here to a cup o’ 
peoccela and a rusk, almost every afternoon. Absolutely rolling 

in qu ” 

And we felt that sold, that we could have sent a postal order for 

a shilling to Colonel North to get himself a meal with ! 


ee 


SIGNS AND PORTENTS. 


IT was a wet, cold, miserable day, but business had to be attended 
to, and the merchant lowered his dripping umbrella, entered 717 
Gracechurch Street, and ascended to a small oftice—where hung 
out his or ees of vr ar 18 ee 

Ano y sat on the top of a foul-smelling gas-stove, deep in 
the perusal of a yellow-covered novelette, It's headline was Black 
Bob, the Billionaire Bank Buster. 

“3 Mr. Slumpjorger within?” he asked. 

The youth loo up for a moment from Black Bob, stared 
irritably at the intruder, and resumed his reading. The merchant 
seemed slightly annoyed, 

oe _ you if your~master was in?” he repeated, rather 
sharply. 

“ All right; I ‘eard yer,” growled the studious youth, 

“ Well, is he in?” 

“Garn! Carn't yer sce he ain't!” 

“ How should I see!” cried the astonished city man. 

“Easy enuff; by lookin'at me! D'ye think if he was in—or 
likely to be—I should be stuck on the top o' this yere stove 
a-readin’ ’ow good old Black Bob bored his bloomin’ way into 
Blarney Tomato’'s strong room? Garn! Wot's the good of eyes to 
some people ; os guv'nor’s up in Glasgow, and won't be back till 


nex'T 


RAVENSRUE. 


-_—~ 


CHAPTER It, 


As the belated stranger who had demanded the hos vitality of 
the Castle of Ravensrue passed into the guardroom of A se el 
bers ang of ie isi 
soldiery were hushed, —_ 
a cold shudder seemed ‘oS 
to pass over them as 
he stood in their midst. 
This might have been 
due to the blast which 
followed the opening of 
the door for his admit- 
tance, but if so the chill 
was deepened when the 
eyes of the spectators 
fell upon the venerable 
looking stranger, The 
pat A dogs looked dis. 
satisfied, and slunk 
with every appearance 
of timidity, or it might 
be irritation, into the 
further corners of the 


room, 

shestrangoroertalaly 
was an odd - looking 

rson. He was clad 
n dark robes which 
almost swept the 
ground, A hat which 
was sharply pointed at 
the top, only partly 
covered a mass of long, 
white hair, which 
covered his shoulders 
at the back, and tlowéd 
intoand mingled with a long white beard which swept down towards 
his waist. He had a long staff in his hand, and as he idly leaned 
upon it, he looked cynically round the group as one who was 
accustomed to see his presence dreaded. 

“Grave, sir,” said one of the retainers, “ wilt please you {o be 
seated, an’ ye be tired.” 

“1 sit not in the company of menials,” said the stranger 
in deep tones, as his lip curled. “Tell your master that [| am 
come. 


“ Who shall I say called,” said a pert footboy, who had hitherto 
been watching the scene with evident interest, 

“Tell your master, good jackanapes, that Ais master has come,” 
weed Tuek id th fe 

“Good luck,” said the saucy footboy, “an’ ye make that sto 
good, I'll forgive your jibe, but an it be not ae he shall brook the 
switch were you twenty 
times as old and 
wicked as you seem.” 

“Go to, and do my 
message,” said the old 
man, 

The youth left the 
room, and returned ere 
two minutes had 
elapsed, 

“Stir your venerable 
shanks in this direction, 
good master's - master, 
[ should not wonder 
but that you take but 


he Tower, 


He looked cynically round, 


outer air, and that will 
be from the battlements, 
My master likes not 
such messages — nor 
liked he yours.” 

The Master of Ravens- 
4 rue frowned fiercely as 
the etranger was 
ushered into the apart- 
ment by the footboy. 

“Here, an’ it please 


you, my lord, is the 

venerable varlet who 

- rent the impertinent 

ry . : message, Shall I wait 
“You shall hang on a gibbet.” to see him down 


again?" 

“ How now, sir; have youn dozen lives that you venture to be 
so insolent to the master of Ravensrue in his own hall?” 

The venerable man laughed sardonically, and abrogeet his 
shoulders, “Nay, faith, | have but one life,” he answered, 

“ Are you tired of it, then?” 

i Be yet awhile, I fain would be of some use ere I lay down my 
load,” 

“Of a use, I'faith, you will be of use. You shall be of excellent 
usc, You shall hang on a gibbet over the battlements as a scare- 
crow to frighten away such insolent babblers, and your flesh shall 
feed the crows of Ravensrue.” 

“T'faith!” said the footboy, who still waited, “your looks may 
scare the soldiers, but they do not affect Ravensrue |” 

“ Peace, sirrah,” said Ravensrue, to the pert footboy. “ Who 
are you?" 

“You would not‘ know even an’ I told my name.” 

“What are you?” 

“What I am should 
not be told in the pres- 
sence of others,” 

“ i ence come 

“ That, too, I shall not 
tell for babblers to prate 
about. Dismiss this 
babbling fool, and I will 
whisper the information 
you desire.” 

“Leave the room, 


boy.” 

“ Beware, my lord, if 
you are left alone, he 
will give thee the 
stab.” 


“Bah! it is not such 
as he that Ravensrue 
dreads, Leave the room. 
Now, | sir, who are 


“An alchemist — I 
have studied the dark 
science, and am an 
expert.” 

“Ha ! and your pur- 


“Is to make your 
fortune. To make you 
rich enough to gain 
your most earnest desire 
—vengeance and love.” 

“ An’ you give me that you may name any price,” said Ravensruce 
and as he spoke, a tlash of lightning once more filled the roc 
with light, io 


The footboy still waitet. 


(To be pontinued next week.) 


one step towards the.—-~ 


| 


NEIGHBOURLY. 


Lady, But there's some mistake, we haven't 
cvteved a piano-t uner to call, 

Piano-tuner, That's all right, ma'am, I’ve come 
under orders from the gentleman nezt door, 


TOOTSIB’'S FRIENDS. 


No. 425.—Miss RuBY GORDON. 


“The world would seem a blank without Be or 


“ My heart's devotion shall repay her phi ie 2 Bob. 


“ i t hi feet.” 
A thousand admirers she has at WT ion. Billy. 


SS oe 
a 


off to jine the Mormonites.” “ We canna hae 


7 “a . bide ian tat ed 
| ; eh aE a ee Reon mele ay ole vin 
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EMINENT VOCALISTS ON MONKEY-ISLAND. 


1, Albert Shoveller, 
“Wot Cher.” 


OISTINGUISHED 


2. Cadyn Hoffing. 
“The Devout Lover.” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE ELDER BACKSLIDES AGAIN. 


“The Dandy-Coloured Coon.” 


Pe yt ee 


meow ome: -la 


, Saturday, danuary 11, 1896. 


(1) When the mind of the Elder is upset by trouble (and other things) he is apt to defy the Sabbath and the Kirk. The other day he yelled that he “was (2) A minute later McNab had joined another 
a Scot's sanct jining sic a crew,” yelled the Laird. ‘ McSwine, shoot the scoondril at once.” 


sect called the howling dervishes, 


SARCASTIC. 


“ Yos, cear, my latest gown ¢# 
rather décolletr, My husbarad 
arked me whether / intended 
going to Covent Garden in it 
us Venus." — From Lady June's 
Letter to her bosom Friend, 


3. Yewjeen Scratchom. 


PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS ALEXANDRA DAGMAR. 


The Stage of OLD Drury. SCENE— Dreamland. A. SLOPER 
discovered asleep. The SPIRIT OF PANTOMIME (MISS HELEN LEk) 
appears and tickles the EMINENT'S nose with the feather of her pen. 
ae awakes and rubs his eyes. A. SLOPER, Am I awake, or am I still 
a-dreaming! A scene like this, with grace and beauty teeming, Can 
scarce be real. THE SPIRIT OF PANTOMIME. Oh! you are wide 
awake. (Looks round with pride.) Well—yes, I fancy that it takes 
the cake; Or, rather, with art, go usness and fun In such 
abundance, that it takea the bun. A. 8. I’m not deluded, then, by 
Fancy’s flights?’ S.or P. Oh, no! Sir Gus can do the thing to rights, 
As often you have found, I’m thinking. A.S. Yus; but, really, this 
time he out-Gussies Gus, 8, or P. But say, why are you here? A. S. 
I'll tell you true: A lady I am here to interview. S. or P. Tell me 
her name. A. S. Why, certainly! This night I wish to interview 


Miss Dagmar. 8.oF P. Right! (She summons to her aid the FAIRY 
GoDMOTHER, who directs a Herald of Love to sound a fanfare. Enter 
Miss Dagmar. The Fairy GopmMotuer tells her A. SLOPER'S 
mission.) Miss DAGMAR (te A.8.). | must decline, A. 8. Pray, why? 
Miss D. ‘Twill take too long. A.S. Well, p’r'aps you will oblige us 
with a song? Miss D. I will. ‘Tix sure to please hoes 1 am thinking. 
A.8. Indeed! What is the subject, then, pray! 18s D. Drinking ! 
(Miss DAGMAR sings her song, accompanie by an animated harp. 
A. SLOPER joins in, with slight alteration, thue—“A draught of 
‘ Unsweetened’s’ the lignur for me, With many another to follow”) 
A.S8. lappanatny Well sung! As all seems here so bright and gay, 
1 may observe at once I've come to stay. (Enter Panta. Policeman 
Srom P. Sx who beara A. SLOPER off. Cheers by the audience, Enter 
Sin AvGustus Harris, who bows acknowledgments, 
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Saturday, January 11, 1896. | ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TO BE SOLD 
CHEAP 
A BIRD'S FREEDOM 


(PAMAGED). “ 
Apex Paes C 
Wart Novee 
Wasming’ 


OR WOULD CAL PAN ep 
FO 


R 
ANOTHER ~’, 
COOSE~ 

? 6 


Our. AONE Dei en Le 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


This way for the show, ager this way! I find I've made such a lot of new friends of Inte, ull can also play at bluff, And Jonathan has had enough :—An awful gang of blackguards, 
that some of them want a little bit of lireeting—dunno quite where they are, you know. However, this, That Salford will be glad to miss:—Althought ‘twas but a little frost, A lot of lives, L hear, 
Tam keeping the house waiting; enough of the overture—up goes the cuartain.—A very serious were lost :—The U. 0. M., I'm glad to hear, Has reached his cighty-serenth year.—Cousin Jonathan 
afiray At Finsbury Park occurred, they say :—-Some wintry weather they've, indeed, Experienced doesn’t seem to be altoget her comfortable over the game, does he?” Looks asif he held a losing hand, 
across the Tweed :—The cycle, as you'll doubtless sce, Will play its part in Ashantee :—John — —See you all again same time next week, | hope, Ta, ta!—THE > LOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


PERHAPS NOT. AT THE RESTAURANT. 
TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 


No. 13.—HeER LITTLE Dinner Berore “THE Snow.” 


Head Waiter. James, why don't you fill 


— Mets rie hand). Wol's the wnt 1 
“Do you think your photo has quite reproduced the lames (a raw hand). Wot's the use? He 
haughty culture on my face?” ‘“ Horticulture, sir? Well, empties it as fast ax 1 fill it. 
perhaps it hasn't made it look gutte tlowery enough, sir.” 
ont A PAT RETORT. 


a 


: bee 
Bob, But I can't understand your not Railway Porter. There s no smokin allowed here, Pat. . ; : . 
enjoying Adelina Patti's pag And why sie coe te no esyesegs Dt te ” Tootsie, Do you believe in fering waiters? 
want Foe tell mes whore yom Deere nett Se eee ae. in me ke ' Sir Wh Decidedly. [ juined an anti-tipping association once and I was alway 
Joust i y Y fut in me bvot, but I'm er Marry. idedly. juin s 
Country Cousin, Oh! well, if you really Pat. Yes, begorra, and I've me fut in me , dic tickles ch acestaut Wik tuo soup 


must know, it was through a phonograph ! not walking. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


ORIGINALLY making his débwt at the Pavilion Theatre, Mile 
provided 


End, Zummy Atkins has now been with more fashionable 


comfortable 


in favour of works of 
But Jommy 


stron, 
and nothi 7. 
of the kind has 
seen since Jn 
the Ranks drew all 
London at the 
Adelphi. Too much 
can hardly be said in 


it 

valuable oil 
springs exist in many 
the South Pacitic 


on” and there 

| D consequence, 

over the alleged discovery. Regular jessie Ade ly a 
ss 


THE Evening News is to be gratulated ; uari 
Christmas Tien, It's like its carn cetcndlen dente ee 
ees 


s 
THERE is, abereny no truth in the rumour that McGoose! 
has turned over a New Year’ 
pare bler lh = ew Year's a He is taking less water in 
* 


CONGRATULATIONS to Mr. C. H. 
the Shaftesbury, A Wenes's cee 


success, More of this clever work anon, 
ss 


es 
PANTOMIME time is larly supposed ¢ - 
halls, Ler - sek Wnot feeling that handle] are 
gramme is almost one star artistes, truly 
show it is, Gallen, thy anne is Vernon one : nck 
ss 


e 
Most of us anticipate, pleasurably or otherwise, a little reasonable 
weather at the commencement of a new year ; and if the 
proneess are to 
e believed— 
which is doubtful, 
the way—the 
ekate sellers will 
have no cause to 


whose new at 
a huge 


repine. A proe 
longed frost is 


, and de. 
votees of the out- 
side edge ma 
therefore “buc 
ie their 


friend, and the 
public a valued 


servant. For a od 
long, long time, Bill has supplied the B. P. with wholesome 
amusement, and the loss be felt by th of people, both 
old and young. *,° 

By the sudden death of clever Mr. Fred Mason, at Newcastle, 
last week, ALLY loses yet true friend. We sincerely 
mourn his loss, *,° 

THE huge military and rting spectacle ought to prove a bi; 
draw at Olympia. ere in of play a poy dos of cee Military 
Tournament flavour about the show, but much of it is refreshing! 
novel, and this is what our blasé public wants nowadays, It will 
tlock to Olympia in its 


ss 
s 
WIspEn’s new Cricketer’s Almanack is now rendy, and can be 
obtained from the usual sources. It is full of the customary 
things, including a it of “ W.G.,” with reminiscences by 
Harris and Mr. A. G. Steel, *,° 


A LOT of fuss has been made over the recent shooting of a 
corny Pye oa ee ancy Spann eye mere gr pemgt 
victim is merely a sea eagle in e 
eae bird at al, The resl golden eagle is down to its 
very toes, 2° 

Mr. HENNIKER HEATON is going to transfer his attentions next 
scesion from the vagaries of the Fost Office to the reform of the 


THE Moss-Grown Mound has 


eciee ma ward of Berit ‘ 


upon COLONEL 8. V. GoRDON, 
because he is an ornament to the 
Service, “Feyther,” remarked 


the Azure- Adjutant,“ you're 
doing the right thing this time; 
for once in a , I'm 


OBITUARY.—We deeply regret 

to record the demise of the last of A. Sloper's long list of good 

resolutions for the New Year. We understand that the deceased 

was not unconnected with a tiddley before stag and that 

the death occurred in the bar of the Blue Pig. Mr. McGooseley 
‘as the only member of the family present, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
A. CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CALENDAR FOR THB WERK EDine JANUARY 19TH, 1896. 
——— 


e 
12th uary. 16844.—A this opened at th 
Lyceum om St had Fomarntiy been ryt eer chow 


18th January, 1875.—Mr. Gladstone this day an in 

a letter to Earl Granville, his final retirement from the Leadership 

of the Liberal party. ty itical 
y, is cai to be derived from the namo of The Zi 


at Ll of advanced views on 
yron and some of his friends 


14th Jan 1734-5.—Dr. Gmelin states that this day the 
thavusansennt tn tearia fell to 120 degrees Fahrenheit. The oeey 
air was in a state of fixation, so that smoke had no passage, and 
birds dropped frozen to the ground. 


16th Jan , 1660.—“ Eli of lion and awe- 
Gimenauiing foan” ous crowned — pot 


16th Jan 1858.—Mrs. Nisbett (Lady Lnarsat | ary 

this day, aged 46. She was celebrated for her sweet musical h, 

ry ape came on the stage without first giving a specimen of it 
wing. 


17th January, 1806.—The uncommon ph 


nomenon of a 
lunar rainbow is reported to have been observed for an hour this 


night at Wakefield. 
-H VII. of England this da 
18th January, 1486.—Hen York, tad uaied the two 


married the Princess Elizabeth 
Roses. 


NIGHT-LONG REVELS. 


Rertasninahhe rate hake 

lools w in wers, 

And wets his throat with copious showers 
8 


and generous wine, 

ga fine, 

Till ‘neath his seat he sinks supine— 
That man of night-long revels! 


His club he quits as morning breaks, 
And, as his homeward march he takes, 
Forms angles like the goodliest makes 
Of carpenterial bevels : 
And to the “ beak " he'd soon be driven 
In “ Black Maria,” save for seven 
Good tips to seven policeman given 
By the man of night-long revels! 


Through tortuous ways, that early morn, 
By sig-nag legs he's oasewardl bo 
And on his couch John Barleycorn, 


The hay rage ye levels, 

And there he writhes, the whole day through— 

Remorseful writhes in fits of “blue ******"; 

And the word we've kept by stars from you 
1s a word that rhymes with “revels” ! 


——— ee 


CHEESE IT! 

To the philosopher and the average man of the world there is 
nothing very harmful after all in the tarradiddles of dog-owners 
and fis ». Krom time out of mind anglers have been allowed 
considerable licence, 80, too, have young fathers. The astoundin; 
lies that some men get off on their pals about the sayings and 
doings of their kids would make Ananias turn pale, and Sapphira 
retire from the competition. But if, when all's said and —, you 
want to hear ach selection of real staggerers, go on a walking 
tour through Gloucester just after the cheese harvest. 

One night, during this season, two traveilers, whose homes were 
among leafy ape of Shoe Lane, put up at a small village inn 
in this county. or two old farmers were keeping the fire warm 
and assisting the Chancellor of the Exchequer with his next budget 
by shifting much hot whisky. The talk turned upon cheeses, and 
particularly on the superiority of Gloucester cheese over every 
other sort. In support of his glowing eulogium upon his native 
county, one hoary-headed old agriculturist told how much butter 
and cheese his wife had made that season, not so much to air the 
fact that he'd been “sweating” her, as to prove how much greater 
in quantity and better in qenlty was the cowjuice of bovines fed 
on Gloucester grass than that extracted elsewhere. As soon as he 
had concluded a second began. 

“Lor, Tummas,” said he, “ I don't call twenty ton o’ cheese a big 
output for a farm the size o’ yourn. Why, look at Master Wurmut, 
over anigh Chelt'nam, he got more‘n that off o’ Ais little place, aye, 
an’ fifteen ton o’ butter, too!” 

“ How many cows ‘ave he got?” asked a third prevaricator. 


“ Fower.” 
“ An’ he on’y got twenty ton o’ = and fifteen o' butter?” 


“Well, ain't that ‘nuff to ex; 

“Naow—not by a long sight. Why, my old mother, over at 
Grimpinton, she's only got three cows, an’ this season she's not 
only made thirty-two ton o’ cheese and twenty-one ton o’ butter, 
but she’s running toro saw-mille with the whey!" 

Then the band pla—no, the village carol singers struck up a 
Christmas anthem outside. 


Se 


A HOPELESS CASE. 

“Goop Heavens, man! what are you about to do?” 

The startled exclamation broke from the white lips of young 
Albert Flimsey-Flutter as, after mounting the forty-seven stairs 
hetteg to his fellow fate yprsrcer diggings, he threw o the door 
and disturbed that individual in act of point a loaded 
revolver at his own temple. 

The would-be suicide started, and [are somewhat irritably at 

a 


the new comer. Lowering his hand, ll keeping a tight hold 
ony Scere lent tot wae eet catmtte © Aneiher t 
ou were just in time, mily, “ moment 
and you'd have been first man in at the death.” 
“ My dear Hackley, is it as bad as that?” 
“It is. There is no hope, a left for me but this,” 
“Oh, nonsense! You mustn't talk like that.” 


“But it isn’t nonsense. Listen. This wg ner J = editor 
called me in and told me off to do the [oftly - Bluegore 
wena ae 


“Well, that would be alright enough; but I’ve got to send in 
a two-column report, and never once use the words ‘happ 
pair,’ ‘the bride looked lovely,’ ‘nuptial ceremony,’ ‘ fashionable 
gathering,’ ‘newly married couple,’ os the g ” ‘lists of 
poet included,’ ‘the strains of Mendelsohn's well - known 

arch,’ ‘ choice —" 


professional 
eath to dishonour. Clear 


And, with a last sympathetic grip Flimsey-Flutter closed the 
: aiction at viceousenens to his 


ALAS! 

“No, Alfred,” said the fair and eminently cudcleable New Girl, 
“you are a worthy young man, and fairly oofy, as times yo, but I can 
never, never be yours. Your taste in ties is simply deplorable, and 
I shouldn't be able to wear one out of a dozen, and as to your 
eat rhe collars, why I wouldn't be seen in such patterns for 
wor! 


[ Saturday, danuary 11, 1806. 
JONES’S RED NOSE; OR, HOW IT GREW. 


—— 
!” exclaimed Smith, apropos of pag 5 4 in 


“On, by-th 
pertionler a now what a terribl nose ones 


in the same office with these you 
eagerness = Sor ews ‘replied 
rown F 

‘Rather! Why no one could 
help noticing it. What of it?” 

* , when we left the office, 
we waibad a short distance toge- 
ther, and he was telling me all 
about it. He had to consult Sir 
Harley Street, the famous doctor, 
about it, and he told him—— Oh, 
here's my train! excuse me run- 
ning away, old man. Good night!" 

But Brown was not going to be 
done out of his little bit of gossi 
in that manner. Follpuing h 


“And what did hy) doctor ay 
. as careless a as he 
assume: “ And what did the doctor say about his nose?” 


“Whose nose? Oh, Jones's! i tangas | we wore ing about 
aryl course, Why, he told him t it was all own fault, 
and he ordered him not to drink a drop of anything ——” 

“Stand back, there!” shouted the hanghty guard, just in Brown's 
ear, and by the time he had recovered -possession the train 
was half out of the station. 


“ ] always thought so,” chuckled Brown to himself ; “and when 
he used to grin at our bad heads in the morning, and to be 


teetotal, it was humbug all the time. Oh, the ite!" 
Just then the Richmond train came in, and the first person he 
saw in the com t he entered was Robinson, managing clerk 


to Redd, Taip and Vellum, solicitors to the firm. 
After a few words on the weather, Brown observed : 
“ Leg pao ry know ome ot ours im ik 
ones, Jones?” re; nson, F now ; & very 
decent fellow I always thought. Tem: bp isn't he?” 


aS Ait of Lage we awe, bekig Eye that avec 
raries ; ways preten e ut it appears used 
Sovdviak acta thet ot leat he has been obliged to go to the 


doctor's, and he has 
told him that he must 
not touch er drop 
of anything, or he 
won't answer for the 


consequences. 

“By Jove!” said 
Robinson. “ How one 
may be deceived. I 
would have sworn that 
fellow was straight, but 
I suppose he was a sly 
drinker, and that, as 
you know, is the worst 
of all.” 


The next morning 
after the correapon- 
dence had been 
through at the fin- 
coln’s [nn oftice, Robin- 
son remarked : 

“itis a pity about 
that clerk of Home- 


r 
“What clerk, Mr. 

Robinson?” enquired 

Vellum, the represen- 

tative of the legal firm. 
“Why, Mr. Jones, 

sir,” replied Robinson, 

a tritie maliciously, “Sad affair about that clerk of yours.” 

“the gentleman whom 

you have held out as an example to us on more than one occasion.” 

“Oh, yea! A most worthy young man; a non-smoker, and a 
bstainer. What of him? 

“Why, sir, trom what a fellow-clerk of his told me in the train 
last night, it eeems that he has been addicted to secret drinking, 
and has got himself into such a horrible condition, that the doctor 
has knocked him off everything and thinks it a most serious case.” 

Half-an-hour later, Mr. Homespun called to see the lawyer 
respecting some legal business, and when that was settled, Vellum 
observed : “ Sad afiair about that clerk of yours ; very painful.” 

“Which clerk is that?” asked Homespun. 

“Why, that model young man, Jones, It seems that while 
pretending to be a teetotaler, he drunk himself into such a 
condition that his medical man has virtually given him up!” 

“Stutf and rubbish!” ejaculated Homespun, vigorously, “ ri 
never believe it. Who did you get your information from? 

Robinson was called in, and gave his informant as Brown, who 
in turn referred his re pacha to Smith, 

“I never said that Jones was a drunkard,” explained Smith 
when he was q in Homespun’s private office; “what 1 
was telling you when the train went out, was, that his doctor had 
told him he was suffering from dyspepsia, and that he must not 
drink a drop of anything for two hours before or after meals.” 

Here the matter e: but many a man has had the noble order 
of the sack for less, 

eee 


WHAT THEY HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 


Testy Old Boy, When's my next train, porter? 
ny Ola Boy, Wherefore! What the 4 
vaty ‘oy. Wherefore at the deuce do you mean b: 
asking questions, sir? What's that to do with you? : A 


, January 11, 1806.) 
SNATCHERS PALS. 


No, 4.—Buster, 


It is said of Buster by his enemies that he is no class. M 
pry thay a sensitive or proud spirit would grieve if this “ni 


im, or would want to fight the sayer. Not so Buster; he 
simply glories in it. But Buster has not a proud spirit, uite the 
con ; he says there is no bally pride about him, and if any of 
Snatcher's other pals don't like beer scen in his company, the 
can jolly well do the other thing. It is a grievous thing to admi 
but Snatcher has a sneaking fondness for low company; 
has. Buster has done Snatcher a good deal of harm—morally. 
Snatcher perpetrated his first drunk under the guidance of Buster. 
Snatcher was never heard to swear a swear in acaey I ge, till 
he became acquainted with Buster; and when Huster wan bares for 
arent dock from the fishmonger's, Snatcher very nearly got 
to trouble through being an accessory before and after the act. 


(To be continued.) 
ee 


IT PUT HIM OFF IT. 

“PFaTHER,” said the young tnan, earnestly, “I know your pre- 
judice against actresses, but I love the Aerial Queen madly, 
devotedly ; my whole life's happiness is wrapped up in her. 
Father, you know how ped’ she is, do—do you blame me?” 
Then did the old gentleman adjust his glasses and gaze benignly 
upon his ardent heir. “ Blame you, my dear lad,” he said, kindly, 
“not atall. Jas dead mashed on her myself at your age.” 

[And the youngster went out and countermanded an order 
Sor a diamond bracelet on the spot. 


——_.————_ 


HIS LITTLE “GOAK.” 


\‘w 
Wapealr. Great Scot! Mrs. Grinder, where did you get these 


5 Grinder (snappily). What's the matter with them? 
Wagstaffe. Moen Pat's just it. He, he, he! 
(“Fwa, indeed, Hignorance I calis it,” said Mrs. G. 
afterwards to her niece, 


Hankel oaati a kine bt itd pide bad ind 

zB ca e mania for scri very, very in 

and had ethan reached the stage at whiek kindly relatives sr 
have been doing him a service by baking. Ag all pens, ink, and 
paper, out of his reach. Still, his madness a little method in 
t. Good advice, he held, administered in minute and interesting 
doses, would invariab! touch the spot,” and, as an instauce of 
his meaning, he published a “little thing of his own” on the 
dangers of kt 


ping. It ran: 
t this festive time many a barque 
Is at night-time run down in the darque, 
And all this you must know, 
*Cos her crew was below 
In the cabins a-having a larque ! 
He awaits publishers’ offers. 


AN A-DOOR-ABLE FAD! 

(The latest form of “collecting” is the hoarding up of all sorts and sizes of doors !] 
THOSE folks who “collect "— 
As you may expect— 

Are oft of the “ balmiest ” types ; 
Whether china they crave, 

Or “ bindings” most brave, 
Or armour, or pictures, or pipes. 
Whether glass they up-pile, 

Or sticks of each style, 

They often are blithering bores ; 
But the latest, indeed, 

In the piling-up creed, 

Is the wholesale collection of 

doors ! 


With regard to this fad, 
Some may “ take it so 
That nobody's house will be safe ; 

Round your rooms some may 


” 


B * oat 
roa: 
ad a) To take all your doors home, 
If they can't these collectors 
will chafe. 
&o when visitors come 
Pretend to be mum, — 
But as each your dweiling explores, 
Arrange private “ 'tecs. 
(Of he or she sex), 


Lest the gueste atart “collecting ” your doors! 


ALLY SLOPER‘S ‘HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


CooxaMBLE, New Soutn Wars, AUSTRALIA, 
November 12th, 1895. 
Dear ALLY,—Being an old friend of yours, I took the liberty of 
ving prominence to a pictorial sign here in the Australian k 
locks, by introducing the dear old figure of your Eminence. I 
beg to enclose photos of same. The sign is cut out of sheet iron 
(tigure, life size), swinging eight feet above footpath level. 1t has 
pod to be the most effective and exceptionally admired sign 1 
Puitis ia qesmeal of Auaaretes bs co pour Maniaoney | top te omens 
general m o your Em A to 
Yours most obedient, 


yo E. SCHNEIDER, 
(Decoratice Painter.) 
ee 
THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 


I PREPARE FOR CONQUEST. 


her; but, after all, it’s her nasty, w to 
blame. All I did was to ex “7 surprise at her indiscretion, 
and advise her for the and if she chose to misinterpret my 
kindness, that is not my fault. 

But put the question to her 1 must. Five days have passed 
since my aunt first spoke to me on the subject, and she is getting 
impatient at the delay. She haseven insinuated that I am nervous 
about it, which is a most uncalled-for accusation, as if there is 
one thing above another I rather pride myself on, it is the utter 
absence of cowardice from my nature. As I have said before, I 
don’t think aunt quite apprec the difficulties of the situation. 

have really tried hard to get a few words on the quict with 
Blanche, but whether she suspects my intention or not, she has 
cm me no opportunity ; ieteed, she appears to systematically 
avoid me. 

But 1 have made up my mind at last—I will hesitate no longer. 
I have written to her requesting the favour of a short interview, 
and have received a dainty. scented little note in reply, saying that 
she will see me to-morrow moruing after breakfast. The wording 
is formal but polite, = the whole, I don’t know whether to 
be discouraged or otherwize, 


° e e e e e 

10 p.u.—I_am beginning to feel very—no, not very nervous, but 
well—excited about to-morrow. Im really very much in love 
with Blanche, though I don't think she has treated me al 
proverly. Then, too, her money would be a most we 
addition to my income, and not leave me quite so much at the 
mercy of Aunt Keziah. I have been very busy to-day making 
se ases. 1 have invested in a bottle of lavender water for m 
handkerchief, and a rather pretty thing in ties—a pale green wit 
light gold spots, I was rather doubtful at first if it suited m 
complexion, but the young lady behind the counter assured me it 
was the very thing. I also bought a blue silk handkerchief and a 
fancy waistcoat, and have a button-hole to be sent round 
the first thing in the morning. 

dear Diary, what—what will be the result? 
(To be continued next week.) 


eee 


“MUSIC HATH CHARMS.” 


Vax Hoop.um is my name, sir, 
An office clerk in the city ; 
And this as truth 1 claim, sir— 
That it’s most rare felicity, 
It's pink of earthly blisses, 
My raptured soul doth handle, in 
The peaceful hour wheu Mrs. 
Van Hoodlum plays the mandoline ! 


Oh! if I didn’t cheer her 
Most ly, excitedly— 
Oh! if I drew not near her 
And ardently, delightedly, 
Devoured her face with kissa— 
I'd bea perfect Vandal, in 
The tranquil hour when Mrs. 
Van Hoodlum plays the mandoline! 


And yet my io wife's playing 
Is not at all melodious ; 
The Shoreditch donkey's braying 
Is scarce less harsh and odious. 
But through my praise (how funny !) 
Her heart grows so much tenderer 
That she gives me pocket-mone 
For the tribute which I re 
And that is why such bliss is 
Vouchsafed my soul to handle, in 
Those twilight hours when Mrs. 
Van H um plays the mandoline! 


eee 


THE TRIUMPH OF TRUTH. 


New Year's Eve he was to ask Maggie's father’s permission, and 
he didn’t fancy the job even a little bit. For the strong point in 
Charlie Clinkerstripp’s composition was his candour : he scorned 
to tell even a commercial equivocation. 

’s “old man” was a careful parent, and he seemed to run 
the mental rule over Charles as that young gentleman stood before 
him in the little Crouch End parlour and awaited his fate. 

“I've heard a little bit about you,” he said, “ but I'd rather have 
it from your own lips. Do vou on horseraces at all?” 

“ Well—er—occasionally,” admitted Charles, rather shame- 
facedly, “ but oe oka The last bet | had was a dollar on Marco 

or the Cambri re.” 
: “Ahem!” Soarhed the old man as he called to mind the fact 
that Marco did the trick, beating Count Schomberg, on which he 
himself had two quid. ‘ Do you drink?” 

“Yes, whenever there's a little tommy-dod as to who pays. I 
learned how to toss from an old schoolfellow, now doing ‘time, 
ul err mie! Fond of theatres?” 

” rme! Fond of theatres 

“Fairly. But my cousin Bill is check-taker at the Hilarity, eo 
there’s always a couple of dress-circles there on the score of 
cope omenle. a 

cI ‘ou save any money 

ie ka bob! But my life's insured for five hundred, so that my 
widow needn't starve.” ; 

“And you think a fellow like you should have a real good girl 
for a wife?” m . 

“I'm dead sure he shouldn't have a bad ‘un! : 

Only for a moment did the old man turn the matter over in his 
mind, 

“Take her, Charles, take her, my boy, she’s yours!" he said. 
e Mlatexee else. ‘ou may be, posits one le that you're not—and 
that's a liar! Bless you, my boy, bless you!” 

Which once aeons the Gh you that it pays to tell the truth and 
abjure the tarradiddle, eS sees 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Irish “wakes”: Weeks, 
THE General Boast Office : A club-room. 
“Bruit” force: The force of advertising. a 
LATIN Proverb Revised : “Ex Trilbibus Herculem, 
JOHNNIE was to be excused when he epelt it “ eppiquaqueanha.” 
He had been told to mind his p’s and q's, 


er her. 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“Where's THE Sait, FEYTHER? "—ALEC, 


No. 2.—THE Sway, 


“Oh, stately Queen of all the feathered race, 
The true embodiment of ev'ry grace ; 
What joy, what perfect bliss twould be to rest 
This weary head upon thy snow-white breast.” 
—A, SLUPER, Puet Laurcate, ete, 


ns 


FOXER’S REVENGE. 


JEALOUB? Well, yes, 1 suppose that's the only word I can use, 
but to say that Othello was a blind, confiding fool compared to 
Mra. Foxer is a far better way of expressing what I mean, 

It was quite impossible for Foxer to remain in ignorance of his 
wife's li failing, but, to do him justice, there was not the least 
foundation for her suspicions. There was nothing of the gay 
Lothario in his constitution—indeed, his general behaviour towards 
the other sex was marked by » decided diffidence and timidity ; 
mm yes? ‘oxer — _ os == only his artfulness, and kept 

eye of an eagle upon his most innocent movements. 

Repeated fai 


ures only served to nerve Mrs. Foxer to fresh efforts. 
She had long persuaded herself that her vigilance would some 
day meet with its reward, and that the satisfaction of exposing her 
spouse's unfai would at length be hers, 
And at last the opportunity appeared to have arrived. Distrust- 
ing his manner when ques- 


tioned as to an en; 

abe had dogged’ bis. foot” 
steps to a house in a neigh- 
bourhood of not al — 


good re; watc 
the i pentane Bab him, 
and waited minute after 


struck, and at last, 


viction that she had tracked 
him down at Inst. Care- 
fully noting down the 
number of the house and 
the name of the street, she 
made her way hastily home, 
and the clock chimed two 
as she put her latch-! a. 
into the lock. Hullo! w was this? The door was bolted. 

Surely the servants had not dared to go to bed and lock her out ; 
but, yes, it must be, there was no light to be seen anywhere. 
Raising the knocker, she hammered furiously at the door, and nt 
the end of three minutes a window opened above her, and a voice 
demanded, “Who's there?” Great Iago! it was her husband, 
calm, cool and collected, and in his nlayeetit 

“Js that you, Matilda?” he enquired, blandly, “I thought you 

made up your mind to watch the house all night.” 
oe Foxer gasped. “Then you admit you went there?” she 


“ Admit it? Of cts Pier hs the hurm? very old chum of 
mine lives there—I thought you knew him.” ; 

“ But you—you never came out—you were there when I left,” 
stammered Mrs. Foxer. 

“Oh, dear, no!” was the reply; “I’ve been home hours—ask 
the servants, if you like.” 

“ But 1 watched the door the whole time.” : 

“1 know it, love; and just to give you a little detective practice, 
you know, I got ay re to let me out at the back.” 

And Mrs, Foxer is brooding over her discomfiture still. 


OO 


A CURE-IOUS MISTAKE 


Near-sighted Old Lady. Deary me,1 cxpect that'll be the 
new curate, 


. 


16 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, January 11, 1896. 
AFTER THE PANTO. ANOTHER SMASH IN THE CITY, 


a ee: oe 


Ornamental, And useful. Had bition, 
Which is now satisfied. Wanted Shwaed of Mes? 
Got it. November 16th, 1895."—Debret¢ Improved, 


ae if kia m her the fret ight thes were acer i " Very hr a ir sc, warn gies ean? 
; f . ‘m jolly cold!” “ ou re 
AFTER THE PUDDING. eer is moceki oe = : above the aoe line.” ‘ ed 
Just the “ghost of an eyedear ” ; accompanied by 

the “ germ of a joke” ! SOMETHING LIKE AN ENGAGEMENT. 


~ CLL LEB 
-ME 
a. IEE 22 


\ 


She. What on earth induced you to refuse the Duke's invitation? _ *Arry. Wot d'yer want for this ‘ere sig 8 Las'rus? 
He. My dear girl, don’t talk to me of dukes ; l'm dining that night bazarus, "Dot shacket vos sheap at two bob, s’elp me, 
with Barney Barnato. 


*Arry. Garn, d’ye fink I want one for Sundays? 
AN OBJECT LESSON. 


Metropolitan, My dear, it stands to reason that “No, my man! IT never give anything to beggars or “ Luk ‘ere, Jim! You a-grumblin’ becos we've only took nine an’ thruppence 


t be better than your loafers. I've been a total abstainer all my life, and ter-day! 'Ere's this pore ole gent ‘ad to work ‘ard all ‘is life, an’ don't ev 
Selene: ag res as thick, and, of course, every penny l've got has been earned by sheer hard know the taste o’ booze! Jus’ think wot yer might ha’ bin—an’ let this a 
‘must be twice as filling. work, warnin’ an’ a objeck lesson to yer!” 
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